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WHEN BLACK 


tape are signs aplenty that 
IS WHITE. 


party lines will not count 
for much at the next Presi- 
dential election. Washington hears news con- 
tinually to that effect, and Washington is the 
political center of the United States. It is a 
good thing. Such a condition of affairs cannot 
fail to add zest to a Presi- 
dential campaign, because 
with party lines obliterated or 
rendered meaningless a man 
will have to think before he 
votes. The fellow whose 
habit it is to vote the Demo- 
cratic orthe Republican ticket 
because his father did will be 
at a distinct disadvantage. 
Quite likely, while casting his 
bailot for the Republican can- 
didate, he may be voting in 
blissful ignorance for a man 
who is more of a Democrat 
than the regular Democratic 
nominee. Vice versa, the 
Iemocratic candidate at the 
next election may embody 
most of the characteristics of 
a Standpat Republican, and 
the trusting Democrat who 
votes the Jeffersonian ticket 
because his father did may all 
inadvertently cause father to 
whirl in the grave when he 
drops his ballot in the box. 
It is going to be an election 
when men will have to decide 
not only whom they are for, 
but wHy. And the stock argu- 
ments which “father” used to 
use will be found to be shock- 
ingly out of gear and date. 
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CorrEsPponpDeENTs of the New 

York Sun are writing fer- 
vently of the necessity of a 
business men’s party. Let the 
business men go into politics, 
is the burden of their song. As 
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many of these correspondents are residents of 
New York State, they are doubtless aware that 
an investigation of Albany is now under way, 
and if they have read any of the testimony 
which has been given they must also be aware 
that in the capital of the Empire State, at least, 
a good many business men have been very 





A POLITICAL HALLOWE’EN PRANK. 


IRATE HOUSEHOLDER.— What the blazes do they mean by stealing our gate and 


hitching that blank thing in its place? 
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actively in politics for some time. Dealing in 
this or that commodity, they used the power 
which a nicely-organized political ring gave 
them to sell to the city their particular article, 
to the neat exclusion of competitors. Resorts 
which can only exist under police protection 
were easily operated in Albany, but when 
it came to the furnishings of 
such houses there appears to 
have been nothing doing un- 
less the furnishings were pur- 
chased at a certain stipulated 
store. It was all very compact 
and comfortable. Let us have 
a business men’s party, by all 
means, if business men desire 
it, but some of them seem to 
be doing very well indeed in 
the parties already established. 
That is, in New York State. 
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Leap us not into tempta- 
tion—it is part of the 
Lord’s Prayer. The Repub- 
lican Party, which led the big 
interests into temptation, is 
disciplining some of them be- 
cause the men at their helms 
were human beings, and did 
what any set of human beings 
would have done undersimilar 
circumstances. By adopting 
a high-protection policy, the 
Republican Party gave the 
interests of the country every 
incentive to the formation of 
monopolies ; it removed every 
obstacle; it showed the way. 
Now because the tariff bene- 
ficiaries took the hint and did 
what was expected of them, 
what they apparently were 
licensed to do, the Govern- 
ment haulsthem into court and 
prosecutes them. After cause 
comes effect, and it does pre- 
cious little good to jump on 
effect if cause be exonerated. 


























AFTER POE. 


r was down by the dark tarn of Aiden, 
At Aiden far under the hill, 
That this thing occurred to a maiden 
Who went by the brief name of Jill, 
By the mystic prenomen of Jill. 


She was sent up the hill by her mother 
Along with a youngster named Jack. 

He may have been cousin or brother— 

(One guess is as good as another) — 

The dead years these details new smother, 
And that’s a misfortune, alack! 





They were sent up the h..i to fetch water. 
Jack stumbled and dented his crown; 
And jill, with a terrible clatter, 
Accompanied the young fellow down, 
Came shuddering, thuddering down — 
Came blithering, slithering down. 


It was there by the dark tarn of Aiden, 

Of Aiden far under the hill, F 
That these things occurred to a maiden 

Who went by the brief name of Jill, 
By the boiled-down and terse designation, 

The mystic prenomen of Jill. 

W. S. Adkins. 
se 


IN RETROSPECT. 


’ 


Tt FACT, messieurs,” the professor, still address- 

ing his class, went on to say, “history affords 
the record of no fewer than two migrations sufficient 
to’ have shifted the weight of population from one 
part of the world to another, namely: 

First, the incursion of the Scythian tribes of 
the fifth century, whereby the Western Roman 
Empire was extinguished, and the modern nations of 
Europe had their beginning. 

“Second, The invasion of the United States of America, 
in the twentieth century, by Russian dancers.” 


” 


“<™ the world’s a stage,” and the production seems to require 


a tremendous array of “supes. 





but kids playing ball, on the streets, even in the stores, on the roofs, everywhere 
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J-NoRman Lino . 
THE CAUSE. 


Visrror.—Great Scott, man! What's broke loose here? Seems as if I ve seen nothing 


NATIVE. — You ’re the cause of it. Somebody started the report that you was a 


Big-League scout looking for promising material! 


IT WAS BORN SO. 


gy IN Town. — So that is the haunted house? 
What gave it such a significance? 

RESIDENT. — Well, there ’s 
been something uncanny 
about it from the begin- 
ning. Even when it was 
built it didn’t exceed the 
contractor's estimate. 


LITERATURE. 


ee — Make any 
money on your last 

novel? A 
AuTHOR.— You bet! I 

sold that description of the 

Palisades in Chapter Three 

to the Quick-line Railroad 

for five thousand dollars; 











United Resorts, Ltd., paid AUNT 


HFEPZIBAH.—No 


my tribute to the Plaster de 

Paris Hotel in New York, 

Chapter ‘Ten, brought me OUT OF TOUCH. 

three thousand dollars from 'He PROFESSOR.— Did you ever notice 


.¢ > how Ecclesiastes corresponds with Omar 
the hotel people; and the saasven? 


I hain't kept 


much track of scandals since I stopped 








THE JANE-O’-LANTERN. 


A HALLOWE’EN PROTEST AGAINST THE ETERNAL MASCULINE. 


me another thousand for my — workin’ at the post-office ! 
rhapsody on the sunset in the 
Wampegong Mountains, Chapter Thirty, where the hero takes 


her in his arms. What’s left of it I think I can boil down into a 
short story and make a ten-spot on it. 








here is nothing more profitable than disinterested enthusiasm to people who 


know how to work it. 
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THE PUSH-CART ARTILLERY. 


A PRACTICAL AND PATRIOTIC SUGGESTION TO ITALIAN-AMERICAN 
FRuUIt VENDERS. 


A MULE STORY. 


AS I wur a-tellin’ you, pardners,” continued Grizzly Ike, placing 
his part-emptied tumbler of “ pain-killer” on the rough-hewn 
bar, “the trail kept narrowin’ and narrowin’ untel it wur n’t 
more than jest wide enough for our hosses to balince 
on; so rough it wur at that, that they could n’t have 
done it then if they hadn’t been as shore-footed 
as mountain goats or one uv these yer Frenchy 
dancin’-masters. The trail lay on the face uv an 
overhangin’ clift or precipis—on one side uv it 
nothin’ but the air atween us, ridin’ along it, and the 
J valley trail down below, and on t’other the mounting 
side, a rocky wall, stickin’ out above us. 

‘““Two thousan’ feet below in a direct plumb-line wur the bed uv 
the valley, full uv yaller sunshine, and that was full uv little spurls uv 
dust dancin’ and spinnin’ down, the whitish streak uv trail runnin’ thru 
it. O, purty as a calendar picter, it wur! 

“Dutch Jake and me wur ridin’ back uv Jim Steyson, he leadin’ on 
this yer mewl I wur speakin’ uv—the balkiest, ornerariest, straightest- 
kickin’ brute as had never been known to miss its mark onct it had 
kicked on it, barrin’ a lawyer shark one time. That bein’ no reflection 
on the mewl, for the lawyer wur the most artful dodger I ever hap- 
pened on. Behind us come the pack-train. 

“Suddenly, and when our trail wur plumb over the valley crest, 
this yer mewl uv Jim’s gives a snort and jump and then stopped dead 
in its tracks. Nat’rally we stopped, too. 

“<«What’s the matter, Jim?’ yells Dutch Jake, bein’ ahead uv me 
and next to Jim. 

“¢A goldurned rattler!’ cries Jim back, and shore enough you could 
hear the blamed reptile rattlin’ away like-a narvous Dago tamboreen player. 

“¢Whoa, you ornery brute! . Whoa! will ye?’ yells Jim, and 
before you could think twice, pardners, that mewl, who’d been snortin’ 
and tremblin’ like a steam-ingine, balked at the snake and backed into 
the nose uv Jim’s cayuse and outside uv it, for Jake war huggin’ the 
inside uv the trail like it wur his best girl and he wanted her bad. 









Feelin’ Jake’s hoss’s nose against its hump seemed to come to the mewl. 


as a new sort uv narvous shock, for, with a surprised sort uv squeal, it 
give another buckin’ balk, wedgin’ itself out and off Jake’s cayuse, and 
went down over the edge uv the trail, Jim stickin’ to its back like a 
porous-plaster. He could n’t jump, pore feller, for the trail wur too 
narrer; anyway, there wurn’t time, it all happened that quick. 

“For a moment Jake and me wur too skeered to even look. 
Then, sort uv fascernated, our eyes follered them as they fell. 

“Fust they went with a sort uv willy-wabble, then stidier as they 
went faster and faster each second, accordin’ to the laws uv Natur’, 


makin’ a bee-line for the valley trail below. They kep’ gittin’ smaller and 

smaller as they went faster and faster, p'intin’, as it seemed — it’s 
queer how a man’ll notice sech leetle things as that at sech a time, 
like his mind wur a sort uv photograft machine and picked out 


the brightest spots—for a white rock’on the trail below. Every- 


thing wur still and bright in the ca’m sunshine, so quiet you could 
hear the leetle breeze from the mounting blowin’ and sighin’ 
Sort uv 


through the valley —like when a woman whimpers. 
sorry for pore ole Jim, it seemed. Then 
Jake’s voice, slobbery-mushy-whis- 
perin’, a-sayin’: ‘My Gord! 
Pore Jim! My Gord!’ 
“ Like double-greased light- 
nin’ they wur goin’ now, always 
p’intin’ for that white stone like 
an arrer for a bull’s-eye, and 
then ——.” 
Ike lifted his tumbler from the 
bar and drained it in a gulp, and 

wiped his torrent moustache with his 
hairy hand-back; fumbled in his shirt-front, 
and produced a blackened clay-pipe, which, 
in the rapt silence, he proceeded slowly to fill 
from his sack of Durham and light. 

Anawe-filled tenderfoot, the one with the high 
brow and low chin, gasped and broke the silence. 

“And.... what? He was smashed to pieces 
on the rock!” he articulated. The others, leaning forward, eagerly 
waited for Ike’s answer. 

“Smashed!” said Ike. “Smashed! Not on your life, pard. You 
could n’t kill Jim that-a-way. He wur still livin’ out in Kansas State 
when last ‘I heard uv him, though wishin’ he wurn’t— havin’ merried 
Sarah Jones in the meantime.” 

“Living!” cried the tenderfoot. “ But———” 

“That ’s what I said, wurn’t it? You see, that there white spot, as 
I spoke uv and thought wur a stone, on the lower trail, wurn’t a stone 
at all, but an ole newspaper someone had thrown away. Well, jest as 





that ornery mewl wur direc’ly over it the wind give it a flirt, and that 
there pesky mewl balked again. Yes’ sirrees, and he ba/ked so tarnation 
hard he broke their fall /” 

Reflectively he added: “Jim did say, in fac’, as how at one time 
he thought as he never would get him down.” 


A. , 4 Baker 




















SHE HAD HER HANDS FULL. 
DEVICE FOR SOCIETY MATRONS WHO HAVE MorE RINGS THAN THEY 
CAN ACCOMMODATE. 














peowle Know about him. 


r would ruin any man’s peace of mind to know as much about himself as other 














was circus day,” explained the Old Codger, ‘and I always act 
peculiar, according to the standards of some people, on that 
day. The reason is that it——er-—is—er—circus day. I 
never, in advance, intend to act queer, but I do. 

“A bunch of us members of the Soc Et Tu Um Club had 
gathered on the porch of the tavern to discuss the arrangements for 
the funeral of our departed brother, Westcott J. Musser, on the follow- 
ing day. The Soc Et Tu Um is an informal and elastic organization, 
the members of which join at their own invitation by butting in, express 
their opinions, as loud and long as they like, on any subject that inter- 
ests them, whether it interests anybody else or not, and then butt out 
again, to return or stay away, as suits them best. As Musser had been 
a pretty good sort of a feller, even if some of his views were kinda 
on the bias, and didn’t have any relatives that we knew of except a 
fiddle-faced second-cousin over at Whillersville who had n’t paid much 
attention to him while he 


THE SIREN’S SONG. 


some didn’t, and in a little while we were in the midst of a most 
enjoyable religious row, and I had totally forgotten that it was circus 
day. Second-cousin declared that there was only one true baptism, and 
that a person who jindulged in any of the various substitutes in circu- 
lation did not, as might be supposed, get the benefit of whichever was 
the correct method, but instead was a hypocrite of the deepest dye, 
and proved by his acceptance of the various rites that he did not believe 
in any of ’em. 
“I was just making an appropriate and scathing reply when all of 
a sudden there came howling through the treetops from three blocks 
away the siren song of the calliope: ‘Phudly lully-lull, lully-lull, lully- 
lull/’ \ began to squirm. ‘lhe tune was as familiar to me as the 
nose on your face. Er—lez see!—what was it? ‘Phully lully-lull’ 
——O well, it didn’t make any difference. ‘ Z2/ly-lull’ No mat- 
ter. ‘he quarrel had risen pretty high by this time, but somehow I 
could n’t exactly give it 








was alive, us old fogies 
took the matter in hand, 
just as Musser would have 
been glad to do for any 
of us if conditions had 
been reversed. We in- 
vited the Reverend Purs- 
ley Fagg, an occasional 
member of the club, to 
officiate, and he agreed 
to do so. 

“Then the just-men- 
tioned second-cousin ap- 
peared on the scene. 
Probably he hoped Mus- 
ser had left some prop- 
erty —I am pleased to say, 
however, that an old- 
bachelor village shoe- 
maker who would rather 
argue than eat rarely 
leaves anything worth 
grabbing. Before Second- 
cousin came to us he had 
learned that the Rever- 
end Pursley Fagg had at 
one time been a Presby- 
terian and had, for some rea- 
son that p-obably suited him, 
quit that denomination and joined the Baptists. Worse than that, Sec- 
ond-cousin had unearthed the horrid fact that one of the clergyman’s 
brothers was at that very moment a Campbellite in good standing. I 
did n’t see how that mattered much to poor Musser, but ’t was evident 
that it was the principle of the thing that Second-cousin looked at. Any- 
how, he firmly objected to Mr. Fagg’s officiating at the funeral. 

‘**As I have just stated, the Soc Et Tu Um is an informal organiza- 
tion, and so the visitor was permitted to butt right in with his say, and, 
in fact, he was in a way welcomed as the bearer of a new subject to 
wrangle about. When he declared that the Rev. Fagg should not preach 
the funeral sermon on the morrow, of course I said he should. Some of 
the club members—the intelligent ones, by the way —sided with me, and 








my undivided attention 
after that. Several hard 
names had been called in 
Biblical language, and 
most everybody was giv- 
ing ’most everybody else 
an eye for an eye and a 
tooth for atooth, and 
‘Phully lully-lull! Lully- 
lull’ Had it right on 
the end of my tongue! 
What the dickens ras 
that tune? ‘Ladly-lull !’ 
—It was a new tune; 
hadn’t been out more 
than year—one of those 
fool things that 

“*Phully lully - lull!’ 
Confound it! Did n’t 
matter what it was! I 
wasn’t going to the cir- 
cus. I didn’t care any- 
thing about the circus. 
Circuses always divide up, 
and the best part goes 
somewhere else. ‘There 
































‘Some of the club members — the intelligent ones — sided with me.” 


ain’t been a circus worth 
seeing since the days of Dan 
Rice. I was just in the midst of 
pointedly mentioning to Second-cousin that if he fancied for a minute 
that the Lord was a Baptist he was most grandly mistaken, and —— 
‘Phully lully-lull, lully-lull, lully-lull!’  Ah-ha!—I caught it! 
«Where are you going, Squire?’ somebody called, as I bounced 
off the end of the porch. 
eo. . Lully-lull, lully-lull!’ 1 answered, beating time. 
“<But we haven't settled which form of baptism is right, and 
“< Aw,’ says I, as I kept going, ‘any little baptism that’s a nice litle 
baptism is the right little baptism for me! — /d/y-lull, lully-lull!’ The 
lully-lulls of the calliope seemed to have got my vocabulary slightly mixed. 
And away I went, frisking my pockets to make sure that I had money for 
the sideshows, the concert, and the big tent.” Tom P. Morgan. 








ARTFULNESS. 


HE was lonesome and blue 
When he called o’er the ’phone. 
She had nothing to do, 
But she said: “No, no! You 
Can’t come up—honest, true, 
For I am not alone.”’ 
She was lonesome and blue 
When he called o'er the ’phone. 





She cared naught for a beau— 
Some girls won’t play fair. 
She would not let him know 
That she wished he were there! 
Charles H. Meters. 


She would not let him know 
She wished he was there. 

She was artful, and so 

Replied thus just to show 


Bd 


Ws man has done, man can do; but it isn’t a marker to what the 
New Woman expects to do. 





Mr is only good to buy things, and 


NO HARM DONE. 


agen SIMON met a Pieman, going to the fairs. Said Simple Simon 
to the Pieman: “Let me taste your wares!” (Not a word, mind 

you, about the oiled-paper wrapping without 

which no foodstuff could be scientifically 

sold any more.) 

Said the Pieman to Simple Simon: 
“ T.et me see your penny!” 

(The Pieman, too, was a back-num- 
ber, and wholly omitted to insist that 
the coin be disinfected, in accordance 
with the most progressive commercial 
usage. But pray observe—the new 
order is not so easily evaded and set 
at naught.) 

Said Simple Simon to the Pieman: 
“Indeed, I have not any!” (That is, 
the germs were frustrated after all, being 
left strictly in statu guo ante.) 





they are mostly things which, by 


the time we’ve got the money, the doctor won't let us have. 
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SMUT. 

MamMMA Bookworm. — Willie, you come 
right here and get cleaned. I never saw you 
so dirty. You’ve been eating through the 
pages of that divorce testimony, haven’t you? 


TESTING A GREAT ARTIST. 


| Rag vast Metropolitan Opera House is 
crowded to the roof. The city is opera mad 
and this is a gala night. It 
marks the début of a new 
tenor. “The world’s great- 
est,” say the advertise- 
ments and the billboards. 
It is also the occasion of the 
return of a very artistic and 
—untruthful as it may seem 
to link the two adjectives — 
popular soprano. 

Standing-room is at a 
premium when the over- 
ture is ended, and the 
usual hum of conver- 
sation ceases as the 

Fy golden notes of the 

new tenor rise, back 
of the 
curtain, in 

the “Lola, ch’ai di 
latti la cammisa” of Cavalleria 
Rusticana, 

At the close of the aria a 
storm of applause prevents the 
continuance of the opera. The 
singer is brought before the 
footlights and again and again 
acknowledges the plaudits of 
the delighted audience; and 
not until he has repeated the 
number six full times will they 
desist. 

Shortly the soprano enters 
upon the scene; amid a salvo 
of welcome that dies away to 
a hush of joyful expectation 
she gives utterance to San- 
tuzza’s woes. At her conclu- 
sion ‘the applause breaks forth 
afresh, and will not be stilled 
until she has complied with the 
demands of the audience for 
numerous repetitions. 

Then, as the tragedy sweeps 
on, Turiddu is again holding 
the audience spellbound with 
his melodious expression of 
passion and anger, and San- 
tuzza is pleading for his old- 
time love. 

Surely there can be no love- 
lier voices in the realm of 
opera! Waves of approbation 
that fairly rock the walls of the 
great building testify to the su- 
preme satisfaction of the en- 
raptured listeners. 

So, throughout the evening, 
the tribute of flowers and ap- 
plause is distributed unstintedly 
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between them, and try as one might, one 
could not say which is receiving the 
greater ovation. 

When the opera and the ensuing 
ballet divertissement are over, the 
greater part of the brilliant audience 
betakes itself to the many hotels, 
cafés, and restaurants in the neigh- 
borhood, where the remarkable vocal 
and dramatic achievements of the 
artists are enthusiastically discussed. 

In one of the most exclusive of these 
epicurean temples a beautiful girl sits 
abstractedly sipping her wine. Her mind 
is with the dark-eyed, passionate tenor, who 
has sung his way into her heart that night. 

*T wonder what he can be doing now?” she 
muses. ‘‘A man who can sing like that is almost 
a god, and is above the petty meannesses and 
jealousies that disturb lesser minds. Yes, he 
could not be trivial; wherever he is and what- 
ever he may be doing, he must be noble and 
beautiful. I am sure of that.” And the tenor? 

Just at that moment he is sitting in his dress- 
ing-room, calling down maledictions upon the 
head of the absent soprano because she had 
dared to sing well enough to call forth as much 
applause as he had received. 

But suddenly he remembers that this is not 
the final proof of their comparative artistic 
statures. There is another way of testing that. 

Seizing a foot-rule, he dashes into the street 
and-around to the front of the house where the 
posters announce the just-completed perform- 
ance. In a frenzy he measures the letters of 
the soprano’s name. Eighteen inches! 

Then, with trembling anxiety, those of hisown. 
Eighteen-and-one-eighth!! 

Joy! His artistic supremacy is proven! He 
is at peace! Harvey Peake. 
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THE STATESMAN. 


_ some high crag, broad-based, with brow of stone 
That parts the clouds, nor from the tempest shrinks, 
He stands, self-praised, self-centered, and alone, 
And seems at times to think we think he thinks, 






















Comaon - 7 t ae 
NO PROOF. 


BLANCHE.—Where was Percy educated ? 
BELLE.—In his head—but I don’t wonder 
you ask. 


WHAT IT COSIS. 
gg an auto is now so much of a ne- 
cessity that I should like to give my ex- 
perience. 1 am deeply pained from time to 
time as I notice the gross extravagance of my 
friends, and I think it is high time that the real 
figures should be given. 

When I was getting fifteen dollars a week, 
I talked the matter over with my wife, and we 
decided that we could deny ourselves the auto 
for another six months, but at that time I 
was suddenly raised to sixteen; 
no obstacle then preventing, | 
got my first car. 

The cost of a car should be 
carefully considered. My ex- 
perience is that it is better to 
get the best car you can— for 
the money, so I did not hesi- 
tate. I secured a modest little 
runabout for only five thou- 
sand dollars, paying the agent 
out of my first week’s salary. 
The balance was furnished by 
my mother-in-law, who has the 
privilege of using it once every 
spring. 

I have had the car now for 
six months; during this period 
we have been to California 
twice and we took a hurried 
trip over the Alps; besides this 
I have used it to go to and 
from my office. 

The car has had very rough 
usage, and yet the total expense, 
counting gasolene and three tire 
plugs, has been only three dol- 
lars. How do I account for this? 
I don’t. I simply give the facts 

I might add that I am using 
the same spark-plugs as when 
I started, and I have been 
offered three times what they 
cost me. I intend to use them 
for a year or so longer, how- 
ever, when I confidently expect 
to sell them for even more 
than this. 7. L. M. 


. ‘HE way of the transgressor is 


hard; but, Lord! what a 
consolation it is to the pious, 
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CUTTING A CONTIN OUT 
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SLEBNG SICKNESS. 


PROUT © ROM UNDER HIM, 





CARPE DIEM. 


og wisest pilgrim is that one who goes 
Along the highway, hour by hour content 
To take the rain or shine the skies have sent; 
Who counts his riches in each budded rose; 


Each song the thrush through vernal branches throws; 


Each marvel of the sunrise; each dusk, blent 
Of mystery and fragrant sacrament; 
Each star that in the heavens burns and glows; 
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EACON Goope.—A first-rate dis- 
course—first-rate. If he can give 
us sermons that good when he’s only 
thirty years old, what will he be giving us 
when he’s forty? It looks to me as if we had 
got the right man this time. 


He knows his Bible 
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Welcomes each least delight, each fleeting jest; KIRK- 
Lets not his grief grow toa memory ; ee 
Seeks not to make of joy a captive, lest GERTI 
She weary him with dull satiety ; Me ws 
Begs all Life’s tests, nor cavils at the cost, Bs 
Since Beauty lives, though all the loves are lost. — 
Charlotte Becker. sade 

. JONES 

HIS FIRST SERMON. bai 





JUST ABOUT. 


UncieE Ezra.— Then what do you think 7s the matter with the world 
nowadays? 


all right, and explains Scripture mighty clear. 
Don’t you think so, Deacon Kamm? 

DEACON KamMM.—Well, yes, I dunno but 
he does, and then again I dunno Sut he does. 
Seemed to me he left us ruther doubtful as to the 
full meaning of some parts of his text. Still, we 
had n’t ought to judge a man by only one sermon. 
I shall want to hear him sev’ral times before I SISTER SHARPE.— Wish he didn’t mouth his words so, an’ that he 
express a def’nite opinion. was n’t confined to his notes so close. Look at Brother Swift: He never 

Miss GusHLy.—What a lovely, Jove/y sermon! used no notes at all, an’ he looked at the congregation. I don’t like a 
So uplifting! And such beautiful language! I was minister who keeps his eyes glued on his notes all the time, an’ runs his 
just completely words togetherso you 

carried away can’t understand him. 
with it! So full of poetry and Then did you notice 
imagination! I would n’t have the way he let his 


UncLeE EBEN.—Just this: There’s too much business in religion 
and not enough religion in business! 





THE MANNISH WOMAN. 


HOW SHE WILL LOOK WHEN 
SHE ADOPTS POCKETS, 








GEORGE COHAN 
A 
SPOONER 








missed being here for anything 
in all the world! Why, I was 
perfectly amazed when I hap- 
pened to look at the clock and 
saw that he had been preach- 
ing thirty-seven minutes! It 
did n’t seem like five minutes 
to me! I do like a preacher 
who can carry you away out 
of yourself like that! I think 
that it was just beautiful — 
beautiful / 

Mrs. Groucu.—I ’ve heerd 
wuss an’ I’ve heerd better. 
It wasn’t much like the 
sermons dear old Brother 


DONALD CAISP 


AS MAUDE ALLEN 
Tee BUTLER 





AS 
MISS PAIMPE 


JERRY COHAN 





Spikely used to give us. j 
He could preach’ An’ 









voice kind o’ die down 
at the end of each 
sentence? Some one 
ought to speak to him 
about that, and it 
made me kind oO’ 
nervous to have him 
keep his hands going 
all the time. 

SISTER GLOOME:— 
Well, I reckon I had 
my expectations 
worked up too high 
from what I’d heard 
about him. Anyhow, 
I might as well own 
up that I’m disap- 
pointed. But then he 



















when it comes to reely J may-improve, al- — 
expoundin’ the Scripters thougha minister usu- sndiie 
we ain’t never had no ally does his best with . 
one like Brother Meekly. his first sermon when elegan 
We don’t hear no such he goes to a new (Maid 
preachin’ nowadays as Lika Rnones parish. His deliv’ry sign 
we used to hear, anyhow. Gounie ~~ 2 ain’t all it might be, Sapp. 
Trouble is, the church Josemuine waitress = and did you notice Abo 
ain’t near as spiritooal as “weeomeamyworx howhe gave the short Mr. Jone 
it used to be. Looks like sound to all his a’s? “App 
it Was gittin’ more an’ It always gets on to my panied b 
more worldly all the time. nerves. to have a man do erences r 


You’d never caught 
Brother Meekly wearin’ 
a blue tie in the pulpit, 
or wearin’ a gold ring on 
his finger. Still, I ain’t 
one to criticise, an’ if the 
rest o’ the church feels 
satisfied I'll try to be, 








TOM Léewi§ 
as 
COSTIGAN 
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MRS. JERRY CONAN 





that. Then I wish he was 
about four or five inches 
taller. A little minister is 
so often put at a disadvan- 
tage by his size. I didn’t 
quite like the way he put 
his hand to his chest and 
coughed. Having a sick minis- 
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Stand 
even if I do go home ter on its hands comes hard on Stand 
hungerin’ for the real meat Hround the Rialto. achurch, and if he is a well man pe 
o’ the Word. Dear me! I.— THE PEOPLE YOU SEE IN “THE LITTLE MILLIONAIRE.” he doesn’t look it. a4, Af. Calls 
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WHEN HUSBANDS ADVERTISE. 


N that glorious age coming, when free love, trial marriages, and suf- 
frage shall be supreme; when women will choose their mates, 
and there will be mating here, there, and everywhere, it is pos- 
sible that good husbands will advertise for wives in a manner 
similar to that now employed by publishers in vending their 
books. Like this, for example: 


J. HENRY JONES, 


THE MUCH-DISCUSSED CO-RESPONDENT IN THE SMITH-BROWN 
DIvoRCE, IS NOW AT LIBERTY. 





‘*He is a good husband. I enjoyed his two evenings at home exceedingly. 
I speak from six months’ experience.”” — FANNIE BRYCE JENKINS-JENNINGS — 
KIRK-JONES—WERKMAN-KEITH. 


‘‘His mouth makes the most adorable pucker when about to kiss.” — 
GERTRUDE X. (Present name furnished to reputable parties upon application. 
No triflers need apply.) 


‘‘T loved the way he said ‘prunes.’ We never quarreled but twice in our 
married life of ten days. I would especially recommend him as a husband to 
women desirous of having a husband that will give their lapdogs the care and 
affection to which they have been accustomed.”— Joy HARTWELL * + * * + * 
JONES + + * * * MUNSON. 





‘There was only one thing I didn’t like about J. Henry—he would never 
wear a puff tie, and of course I couldn’t live all my life with a man like that. 

















ONE OF THE ACCESSORIES. 


QUIET-SPOKEN CUSTOMER.—You keep everything for the 


piano, don’t you? 
SALESMAN.—Yes, sir. We do, sir. 


QuUIET-SPOKEN CUSTOMER.—Give me an axe! 


Aside from this strange eccentricity of his, I had a perfectly lovely time while 
married to him.’’—Statement upon witness-stand made by plaintiff in Mr. Jones's 
tenth suit for divorce. Sve Ala. 356, E. 23, 1911, page 422. 

“One can’t say too much about Mr. Jones’s English. Ile used the most 
elegant English of any gent I was ever married to.’”? — OLIVE CORNMEAL 
(Maiden name restored at last divorce on grounds that Miss Cornmeal could n't 
sign all her married names on the hotel register without taking two pages and 
slopping over on the third. ) 


Above testimonials give striking evidence of the high esteem in which 
Mr. Jones was held by his former wives. 

Applications will be filed in the order received, and must be accom- 
panied by certified check to cover wedding-suit and marriage-license. Ref- 
erences required. Address, 

J. Henry Jones (at liberty), 23 Newlywed Apartments. 
Frank H. Williams, 





WITH APOLOGIES TO HENRY. 


= was the forest primeval. The murmuring pines and the hemlocks, 
Planed and veneered, in coats of shellac and new varnish, 

Stand like Chippendale “ highboys,’’ with dainty lingerie coverlets; 

Stand—full of buckshot (for worm-holes), with drawers brass-handled and polished. 
Loud, from the long-distance telephone, the deep-voiced, persistent dealer 

Calls in accents decisive after the monthly instalment. B. K. Hart. 


Wr a man blows his own horn he seldom adds to his reputation 
as a musician. 











Comparison of the Distance Traveled by Earth and Bell Telephone Messages 


The Orbit of 
Universal Service 


In one year the earth on its 
orbit around the sun travels 584,- 
000,000 miles; in the same time 
telephone messages travel 23,- 
600,000,000 miles over the path- 
ways provided by the Bell system. 
That means that the 7,175,000,000 
Bell conversations cover a distance 
forty times that traveled by the 
earth. 


When it is considered that each 
telephone connection includes re- 
plies as well as messages, the 
mileage of talk becomes even 
greater. 


Theseaggregatedistances, which 
exceed in their total the limits of 
the Solar system, are actually con- 
fined within the boundaries of the 
United States. They show the 
progress that has been made to- 
wards universal service and the 
intensive intercommunication be- 
tween 90,000,000 people. 


No such mileage of talk could 
be possible in such a limited area 
were it not that each telephone 
is the center of one universal 
system. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 


One Policy 


One System 


Universal Service 
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Copyright 1910 by Kennler & Schwarrmann 





TIME, THREE A.M. 





This is but one example of the PUCK PROOFS. Send ten 
ats. for Fifty-page Catalogue of Reproductions in Miniature. 


PHOTOGRAVURES 
FROKA —————— 


ASLEEP AT LAST. 


Photogravure in Sepia, 11 x 8 in 


Puck 


By Angus MacDonail. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


Adine PUCK, new Yah 

















| A TRAVELING man, who drove across 


the country to a little town in western ALWAYS TH E SAM 3 
« Kansas the other day, met a farmer | 
Pure, Healthful, Refreshing | iisines vasorioad seater, | RRS 


“ Where do you get water?” heasked. 
“Up the road, about seven miles,” 


e bd | the farmer replied. A | j 
“ And you haul water seven miles for MILWAUKEE 4 

your family and stock?” yo’ Yack THE 4 

“ Yep.” i 


“Why, in the name of sense, don’t FIN EST sia ER 


you dig a well?” asked the traveler. 


“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS” “Because it’s just as fur one way EVER BREWED | 


as the other, stranger.” —Argonaut. 


—— The most 
popular bottled 
beer in all 
localities where 
it is sold. 


Ask for a bottle and 
get the reason. 


Order acase for the home. 




















SEVERAL years ago, when the Methodist church in Willoughby was being Home IS 


torn down to make place for the present beautiful edifice, Mayor Wilson had 
occasion to hire a man for few days. He sought Pat O’Brien—a well-known t eS ace 
citizen—to do the job. 


“T can’t do ut at all, at all 
“(), try it for a day or two.” urged the mayor. “Get off any way you can 


to help me.” 
“ Begobs, I can’t do ut. I’m havin’ th’ toime of me loife. I’m tearin’ V a) 


down a Protestant church, an’ bein’ paid f’r it." —<Argonaut. 







. to enjoy the Solace 
declared Patrick. | and Comfort of 


'”? 





te Ask for it at the Club, 
Cafe or Buffet Insist 
on Blatz. Correspone 


; . | dence inyited direct. 
“ DuMLEY asserts that he has found a cure for tire trouble.’ a | 
“Eh! What’s that?” | HVEVANS ALE HI 
“ He’s bought a motor-boat.”—Cleveland Plain Dealer. | With a dozen bottles always yi 


| on hand you can never be 
lonesome or taken by sur- 

| prise. Good for Consolation 
or Congratulation. 


SreLLa.—What do you consider a waste of opportunity ? 
Betta —A freight-train going through a tunnel.— Zhe Sun 


| Apply to nearest dealer or 
|. MH. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N. Y. 


x 











A SoLEMN MoMENT. 


ANS! == 
| Cc, & £ ex Mees A JOLLY crowd, the good old tub, Dette ee ast 
| ll Cm ” & Pp = Ras The fishin’ fine, and lots o’ grub; 





—— 


! lhe midday sun is shining bright, JupGe.—You are charged with non- 


Ilaul in the lines, and have a bite! : . ; } — 
io - , support of your wife. What have you 
be > | All hands on deck! and pipe for lunch! lt PI f ) self ? is 

re I] Al Old In And Jake starts in to brew the punch. a vreeee 
' y The ice-pick slips! A minor chord! Rastus.—Well, jedge, I done got 
\ The chunk of ice slides overboard ! her three more washings a week than 
—Lippincott’s. any other cullud lady in the block.— 


SUN 


| . . Toledo Blade. 
“Wuart business do you think your 
son will adopt?” 


PURE FOOD “Can't say,” replied Farmer Corn- 
tossel, “but judging by the hours Josh P k P { 
BRO O WHISKEY keeps, I should say he was naturally uc Yroors 


cut out to be a milkman.— lVashington Photogravures from PUCK : 
; Star. 


mag A Rich Mellow Beverage 
Readycash to marry that drygoods 


J clerk?” 


renee | 
accept vo —- ForSaletverywhere [Raeeeaeeeaieneeiny 
| 











| Copyright 1908 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 





“WHat on earth possessed Mrs. 





SUBSTITUTE bargain counter.”— Zoledo Blade. 

























If You Like 
to Hunt, 
Fish or Camp | 
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You will enjoy the 
National Sportsman 





Every month the National 
Sportsman contains 160 pa- 
ges or more, crammed from | 
cover to cover with photos | 
from life, stories of hunt- 
ing, fishing. camping and 
tramping, which will thrill 
and interest you. This 
monthly visitor will lure 
you pleasantly away from 
the monotonous grind of 

our every-day work to the 

ealthful atmosphere of the 
woods and fields. Single 
copies, 16c., yearly sub- 
scription, with watch fob, 

$1.00. , 





Special Trial Offer ait 
compe or extn ond Relea! //// 








we will send you 
@ copy of the 
National Sports- 
man, also one 
of our heavy 
burnished Or- 
molu Gold 
Watch Fobs 
(regular price 
50 cts.) as here 
shown, with rus- 


set leather strap | . This is but one example of the PUCK 
ce pegs 1st. —My ob t d express all the horrors of war. ow oi one P 
a || — ee oe walle PROOFS. Send Ten Cents for 


i se : 
beat this? do you like it? Fifty-page Catalogue of Re- 


THE FIRST AFFINITY. 
By Carl Hassman. 
Photogravure in Carbon Black, 13 x 19% in. 


PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 








Send To-day. FRIEND.—I have never seen anything more horrible!—London Opinion. productions in Miniature 
Watch Fob, reg. price, 50c ALL 2 5 a 
National Spertamas, 5c YOURS Cc i sii: nt, weal, Address PUCK 





“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 


NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, Inc., 78 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 295-309 Lafayette Street New Yet s 
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Ms DURING 1910, 2.623.412 CHICLETS WERE SOLD EACH DAY 


Y Ghiclets 


eeSESSS: 


ee 
A 


REALLY DELIGHTFUL 


Tho Dainty Mint Covered 
Candy Coated Chewing Gum 


Chiclets are the refinement of chewing gum 
for people of refinement. Served at swagger 
luncheons, teas, dinners, card parties. The 
only chewing gum that ever received the un- 
qualified sanction of best society. It’s the 
peppermint—the érue mint. 


<-> 


’ 


S 


— 


For Sale at all the Better Sort of Stores 
5¢ the Ounce and in 5¢,J0¢ and 25¢ Packets 
SEN-SEN CHICLET COMPANY .merropourtan TOWER.NEW VORE 








REALIZATION. 








Cmry rey 


SHE.— And so you are going to be my son-in-law? 
Hr.— By Jove! I had n’t thought of that!—7%e Tatler. 


A bottle of Abbott's Bitters should be on every 
table to.serve with the soup course. Sample by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. CU. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





A DIscouRAGING OUTLOOK. 
“In the Cumberland Mountains of east Tennessee,” the Honorable 


‘bob” Taylor says, “a good coon-dog is considered a valuable asset. 


‘‘A visitor once asked a native, Bill Smoon, how many dogs he had. 


““T ain’t got but five,’ said Bill, dejectedly. ‘Looks like I never kin git a | 


Sturt on dogs agin.’”—Lippincott’s. | 











He Knew Tuem. 

A dried-up old colonel and a very sentimental young woman were together 
watching the sunset. 

She inquired gushingly: “O, colonel, don’t you love Longfellow’s poems?” 

“Can't say I do,” he replied. “Never read them, in fact. Consider all 
poetry absolute drivel.” 

“But,” she persisted, “surely you cannot help admiring this verse of his 
out of ‘The Day is Done,’ you know: ‘And the night shall be filled with 
music, and the cares which infest the day shall fold their tents like the Arabs, 
and as silently steal away.’ ” 

“By Jove!” he exclaimed, “there is something in that. I know those Arab 
beggars—they would simply steal anything.”—S?¢. Paul Dispatch. 


Lost AND Founp. 

A young man took his sweetheart to a ball. She wore her party dress. As 
they began a dance he noticed what he thought was a raveling sticking out of 
her sleeve. He tugged at it. It came easily, and during the remainder of the 
dance, having started to wind up that raveling, he kept at it. It wasn’t until 
the end of the dance that he had finished winding. 

Next morning the girl said to her mother: 

“ Maw, an awful funny thing happened last night. You know I went to 
that dance. Well, when I got home and got ready for bed I found my union 
suit had disappeared.” — Saturday Evening Post. 








Pabst Is 
The Best 


You can always 
get the best beer 
brewed, if you order 


Pabst 
BlueRibbon 


The Beer of Quality 
It appeals to men and women who 





demand a drink they know is clean, 
wholesome and appetizing. 


Best Dealers Everywhere 




















Walk, 


Sher w is the poem 


that you read in 
PUCK years ago and 
have been looking for 
ever since. 
We have now issued 


“WALK, 








as a Booklet, in large, 
readable type, with the 
original illustrations, at 
Ten Cents per Copy. 


Aldmirers of this famous poem 
will appreciate the opportunity 
to secure copies in handy pocket 
‘orm. 


Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 
































The aging of a cocktail is as | 
necessary to perfect flavor 
as the aging of wine or whisky. 


The delicious flavor and aroma of 


Club Cocktails 


is due not alone to the precise 
blending of the choicest liquors 
obtainable, but to the fact that 
they are softened to mellowness 
by aging before bottling. 
Manhattan, Martini and other 


standard blends, bottled, ready 
to serve through cracked ice. 


Refuse Substitutes. 
AT ALL DEALERS. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props. 
Hartford New York | 











A MEMORIAL ‘I'ABLET. 


“IT hardly know how to class this 
tabiet,” said the Egyptologist, studying. 
the object. “As nearly as I can 
decipher the inscription, it is a set of 
instructions as to what to do the next 
morning after a royal banquet in order | 
to restore the pliysical system to the 
normal.” 

“That’s a headache tablet,” decided 
the assistant.—Chicago Evening Post. 


PROOF. 

“Sir,” said the astonished landlady 
to a traveler who had sent his cup 
forward for the seventh time, “you 
must be very fond of coffee.” 

“Yes, ma’am, I am,” he replied, | 
“or I should never have drunk so 
much water to get a little.” — Z/mwood 
Courier. 








AN AVERAGE. 


A Western ‘Representative in Congress was talking one day of his record 
while in that body. “I’m not ashamed of it,” said he. “I think I’ve done 
very well, on the whole. When I reflect upon it, I am reminded of an epitaph 
that I saw once in an old burying-ground in a country town of my State. This 
epitaph devoted a verse of four lines to the virtues of the good man who lay 
beneath the stone, and concluded with this line in prose: 

“*He averaged well for this vicinity.’”—Lippincot?’s. 


WHat SHE WANTED. 


They had been married but two months, and they still loved each other 
devotedly. He was in the back yard blacking his shoes. 

“Jack,” she called at the top of her voice,” Jack, come here, quick 

He knew at once that she was in imminent danger. He grasped a stick, 
and rushed up two flights of stairs to the rescue. He entered the room, breath- 
lessly, and found her looking out of the window. 

“Look,” said she, “that’s the kind of bonnet I want you to get me.”— 
Harper's Monthly. 


1” 


“ How is your college son getting along with his career?” 
“Well, so far he has been a ticket-taker, a bill-collector, a motorman, and 
a soda-water dispenser.” — Courier-Journal. 




















OCCUPIED. 


ae hx! 





One ON THE SUPERVISOR. 

The supervisor of a school was try- 
ing to prove that children are lacking 
in observation. 

To the children he said: “Now, 
children, tell me a number to put on 
| the board.” 
| Some child said “thirty-six.” The 
| supervisor wrote sixty-three. 
| He asked for another number, and 

seventy-six was given. He wrote 
sixty-seven. 

When a third number was asked, a 
| child who apparently had paid no 
| attention called out: 
“Theventy-theven. Change that, 
| you darned thucker!”"— Zverybody’s. 





THE lovely maiden shuddered invol- 
untarily and drew closer to her lover. 
A look of unutterable sadness stole 
over her face and a teardrop, welling 
from her azure eve, stole down her nose 
and made a blister on the young man’s 
clean white collar. 

“Why are you so sad?” he mur- 


MoTHER. — You little good-for-nothing! You have broken another mured, sneezing, as her wayward 

window-pane! If I had n’t my hands full I’d give you a good thrashing! tresses tickled his left nostril. 
Go to your father at once and tell him what you have done. “T was thinking,” she said, gulping 
FREDDIE (five minutes later).—Mother, father has no time, either. down a sob and a marshmallow 
—Fliegende Blatter. simultaneously, “that this will be our 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott's Bitters be used in making it ; insures your 


getting the very best. 


C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


last evening together until to-morrow.” 
For truly, Love hands usa lime with 
every caramel.— Milwaukee News. 



















Overholt Rye 


** Same for 100 years’’ 





accounts for its wide popularity. 
A rich, mellow whiskey aged in the 
wood and bottled in bond—of uni- 
‘form quality and purity. Be sure 
to order “OVERHOLT ”— it’s really 
the very best 


A. Overholt & Co. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 





Too Muc#H ror BILL. 

“T dunno how Bill’s a-goin’ to vote 
in this election,” said the campaign 
worker. ‘I’ve hearn tell he’s on the 
fence.” 

“ He wuz thar,” replied the neighbor, 
“but one o’ the candidates let fall a 
dollar on the off-side o’ the fence and 
Rill got dizzy an’ fell over.”— Christian 
Register. 


ON one occasion Governor “ Dick” 
Oglesby went down to Joliet to 
inspect the State prison, and in one of 
the cells he found a very ugly man. 

“How did you get in here?” asked 
Oglesby. 

“Abduction,” was the reply. “I 
tried to run off with a girl, and they 
caught me.” 

“T’ll pardon you as soon as I go 
back to Springfield,” said the governor. 
“I don’t see how you could expect to 
get a wifein any other way.” —Argonaut. 


GOUT & RHEUMATISM 


an 


USE GREAT ENGLISH REMEDY I) 
BLAIR’S PILLS Gil 


SAFE, EFFECTIVE. 50c. & $1.00 LW i| \ 


“Yes, our whole fire department 
made a desperate effort to save the 
property at the fire last night.” 

“Did they turn in a second alarm?” 

“They didn’t have to. It was the 
distillery."— Plain Dealer. 






DRUGGISTS, or 93 Henry St., Brooklyn, N.Y, = 












rd 


eC On 
Ree ey eee aaaess, S/N 
Bar Keepers Friend 


lasts, it willshine on! It benefits all metals, minerals ©: 
wood while nog berg 25c 1 lb box. For sale by drug 
— and dealers. nd 2c stamp for sample to Georg: 

illiam Hoffman, 295 E. Washington St.,Indianapolis, Ind. 








“Jack is blindly in love with you.’ 

“How do you know?” 

“He told me he didn’t think you 
looked a day over twenty-nine.”— 
Toledo Blade. 

















HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


$2, 34 and 86 Bleecker Street re 
BRANCH WAREHOUSE : 20 Beekman Street, N®¥ Yor« 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 
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Puck Proofs 


Photogravures from PUCK 


Copyright 1905 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 





BEFORE THE GAME. 
By Stuart Travts. 
Photogravure in Sepia, 15 x 1944 in. 


PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 


This is but one example of the PUCK 
PROOFS. Send Ten Cents for 
Fifty-page Catalogue of Re- 
productions in Miniature 


Address PUCK 


295-309 Lafayette Street New York 
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| know Titian was an artist! 


| Of course he was an artist! 





THE MartTINeET. 

“The martinet never succeeds. A typical martinet was the well-known one 
who, after having ordered his men to change their shirts, and then having 
learned that they had no shirts to change with, said that in that event they must 
change their shirts with each other. I heard yesterday of still another sort 
of martinet.” The speaker was Col. Hugh Lenox Scott, of West Point. He 
continued: “This chap, a captain, strode up to one of his men and said with a 
fearful frown: ‘Who’s the idiot that ordered you to leave that mess of empty 
meat-cans right here in front of headquarters ?’ 

«It was the colonel, sir,’ the man replied. 

“*Very well, then,’ said the captain sharply, ‘let it stay there. And your 
leave’s stopped for a week, my man, for calling your colonel an idiot !’” — 
New York Press. 


HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 


RYE 


IS OF 
MELLOW TONE AND 
PERFECT QUALITY. 
ITS UNIQUE AND 
UNIFORM CHARAC- 
TER DISTANCES 
ALL COMPETITION 
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HELPED A LITTLE. 


SENN 


At Dinard one summer there was a beautiful young countess, the wife of a 
millionaire newspaper publisher, whose bathing-dress was— well 

A couple of men-about-town were talking in shocked tones about the 
countess’s bathing-dress on the Casino terrace. 

“It’s shocking; it’s most improper,” said the first. 

“ But,” said the second, “I can’t believe it’s any worse than the dinner- 
dress she wore at Mrs. Hughes-Hallett’s ball last night.” 

“QO well,” said the other, “she had her diamonds on then.” 
evening Times. 


GUARANTEED UNDER 
THE PURE FOOD LAW 


. Baltimore, Md. 
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AN ARTIST. 

Mrs. WHeEatpiIT.—Do tell! I didn’t 
| ENDED THE Dry SPELL. 

She had a voice like a siren, and when she sang, “’Mid play sure sand 
palaces, tho’ heam a rome. Be it averse oh wum bull, there snow play sly 
comb,” and so on to the conclusion, there was n’t a dry eye in the room. — 
United Preshyte terian. 


| 
Miss WHEATPIT. —Sh-h, mamma! 


Mrs. WuHeEatTpiT.—Well, now! I 
thought he got up one of those prep- | 
arations for the hair! 
Monthly. 
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PHILIP MORRIS 
English Mixture and Cut Plug 


Ling SO Your old friend “Philip” is talking. He has 

A HALF-TOLD TALE. | been your standby in cigarettes for more 
ae ee | than a half century. Not a year has passed 
that the loyal friends have failed to increase 
Now it’s 





pretty girl last night. 
SHE.—Well, go on! What did I 
say ?—Sydney Bulletin. 


he —and the circle is world-wide. 





“SEE AMERICA FIRST.” 





Courtesy of 
ew York Central Lines. 


LookiInc Up Hupson RIVER FROM WEsT POINT. 


a PHILIP MORRIS English Mixture and Cut Plug 


You pay $2.00 the pound in 25c., 50c. and $1.00 
tins, but you get tons of satisfaction. The price is 
| great enough to get quality and the tins are over- 
flowing with it. We could sell tobacco for less but 
the name Philip Morris would never go on the tins. 


If your dealer does not stock 


these tobaccos, send us his 
name and address with 25 
cents for trial 2-oz. tin of 
either brand. 


PHILIP MORRIS & CO. 
Limited 
418 West Broadway 
New York City 
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‘LSVd GZHL NI 


OL GUYMYNOA AOOT OL SVH FH LVHM 


‘LNUSHYd AHL NI 
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